I0	MAIDEN CASTLE
On this particular morning, his second morning in the place
where she was buried, he caught himself in^ a very startling
thought: the recognition, namely, that in his cerebral love-
making during all these later years he had furtively turned
her into a different girl, a girl with erotic vice in her, a girl
with wayward caprices and wicked moods!
Full of thoughts of this kind, thoughts that, now he had dared
to let himself go, grew momently more monstrously sacrilegious
and dangerously sweet, he jumped quickly out of his bed and
proceeded to walk round the foot of it with the intention of
closing his attic-window. As he did this he lingered for a minute
beside the questionable bed-post, and he seemed to catch an
almost human expression upon that monstrous face, but an ex-
pression as much beyond his interpretation now as it had been
in his childhood.
Dud washed and dressed more quickly than usual that
morning. He was as pleased with his kitchen on the other side
of the small landing as he was with his bedroom; but his head
was full of various important purchases that he would have to
make that day before he could consider himself really settled,
and he felt impatient to get his breakfast over and go out into this
unknown town.
Anyone watching Dud light the fire in his bedroom and the
gas-stove in his kitchen and begin making his preparations for
breakfast would have thought him extremely lucky to be able
to obtain his living by something different from manual work;
for it was very clear that his bony fingers, though as "long and
lean" as the dwarf's in Scott's Lay, were so awkward as to seem
scarcely under the control of a rational mind.
People regarded it as a wonder that his handwriting was
so legible, but no doubt this was due to the intense childishness
of a certain aspect of Dud's nature, his power of being trans-
ported with a pleasurable glow of pride in the accomplishment
of the very smallest physical undertaking. Helpless though his
bony fingers were he derived extraordinary satisfaction from
gathering up the cinders out of his grate and transferring them
to a paiL Where, however, almost every day a malicious observer
would have been tickled by Mr. No-man's antics was when
samite bits of his sponge—and his sponges remained in use till
they fefl to bits—were observed floating in the basin after he had
sponged his face. These infinitesimal objects he always pursued

